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not from choice. I seek to share in (the khvUfs} bounty vthich overspreds evory land: huv\
strange that (by me oJone his favottrs] must be recpiested by urgent pra\ers! I (tfwfw, \ei!
the face of my eulogiums, not to profane them; and, disguising (in*/ faiet, &;, I tuck up the (^ W;
train of my expectations.

In the same piece, he says, complaining of his sufferings during his absence horn
home:

To ihee I complain of the pains of absence; lime passed so slouiy, that each of those dajs
seemed to me a month; my existence never brightens up, the traces of love are never effaced
from my heart, and the hand of slumber ne^er touches m\ eyelids. My days are spent in an
abode far from the luxuriant vegetation (of D<nnn*cin], and I pass the nights, debarred from
access to the pure \\ater (of its streams}. Strange that all mankind should repose unckr the
tutelary shade of these (princes) ^ and that I alone should be an outcast in the desert!

This is a most beautiful kastda, and it surpasses, in my opinion, Abu Bakr Ibn
Ammar al-Andalusi's (p. 127 of this vol.] kastda in the same rhyme and measure,
which commences thus and of which we have already spoken ;

Pass round the glass, for the zephyr has come.

When al-Malik al-Aadil read Ibn Onain's poem, he authorised him to enter Da-
mascus. On arriving there, the poet said :

I satirised the grandees in Jilhk (7), and I appalled the lower ranks by my invectives against
the higher.   Driven from it I was, but I returned despite them all.

He displayed great acuteness in the composition and solution of enigmas, and,
when any were sent to him in writing, he resolved them immediately and wrote
back an answer in verse, much finer than the question was. As he had no induce-
ment for collecting his poetical works into a diw&n> he never undertook that task,
so that now his pieces are only found dispersed and in different hands. A native
of Damascus made a small collection of his poems, but this diwdn does not contain
the tenth part of what he composed, and we even perceive in it some things which
are not liis. Ibn Onain was a man of great wit, gaiety, and humour. One of his
kastdas, in which he speaks of his travels and mentions his journey towards the East,
contains the following admirable verse:

I penetrate into (8) the heart of the East, as if I were searching in its recesses for the lustre of
renown.